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MINOR GRAVITY 


Oh! The world is a vulgar place 
where the words for beauty 
are matched with calamities 
of tongue, coarse and unloved. 


So, we sigh and 

watch the flowers die 

a day ata time, 

petals curled and brown, 
pistil and stamen 
bowing to the table, 
hanging from the vase 
like dry tongues 

swollen in thirsty gasps. 


We raise our glass 

to the newborn babe 

damp and mewling 

the same experimental complaints, 
we remain in awe 

and transported wonder 

and give ourselves to regrets 

that the tears go by too fast, 


Too soon our own 
words will indict 

us for each pipe dream 
and in seam 

come undone. 


Ahhh...we will 

lurk longer 

atthe lake and 
stare into the water 


after we’ve skipped a stone 
and toss off a cigarette, 


relieved the lines 
in the face looking back 
aren’t ours just yet. 


There is only enough time 

to invent all these phrases 

that sustain themselves 

and contain mystery 

that arises the harder we 

squint for a clearer view 

of the lines of our face, 

our faces are terrains 

of over explored expectations, 

the lines are the ravines 

where the certain futures fell, 

hands, arms, legs 

tremble, ache, drag along the walk way, 
each step gets a caress 

from a shoe heel that could not be lifted 
high enough against the minor gravity. 


EDWARD NAVIN BURKE ( 1923 -1995) 


Never blind to their light 

but always reaching for it,the way flowers 
lean to the sun to issue forth 

progenies of design, 

distinct chips of an 

ironwood block shaping themselves 

in the rooms you imagined. 


Shaving in the bathroom 

with the door open, 

and singing 

that you love Paris 

in the winter 

when it’s snowing 

although we lived 

along Detroit freeways 
thinking Westward and onward 
until California was the place 
where The Motor City drove us. 


The lives you gave us 

with the breaths you took, 

our faces having divided 

the best of your features 

in the children 

that follows the best we’ve 

been doing. 

Somewhere in history 

someone will always look like you. 


Light comes into all the rooms 
from all the sunshine 

that covers the green mountains 
like glowing shawls of rapture 
that are the beaded notes 

of the Paris you loved 


and imagined, 

your eyes blue as burnt ash 
arranging the forms ofthe world 
in new configurations 

always, surprising as trick knees 
and the lurch of love 

that is bottomless 

and full of a world. 


I have your hair 

but none of your combs, 

I have your eyes 

but none of your vision, 

I am myself all of you in the making, 
grey hair and trick knees. 


We stand here where you brought us 
in rooms that 

are signed with your name, 

you’ve done allthe work 

you had to. 


Our shoulders are broad and we stand erect, 
somewhere in history, 

someone will 

always look like you. 
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AMMO BELT 


I remain yours truly, 

a bright grenade in the garden 
or still as a lawn jockey 
offering assistance for horses 
that never come, 


Either way you’ll have me 
is fine with me 

so long as there 

are tales of bad luck 
crawling under the 
televised reports of what 
famous men say 

in undisclosed locations, 


There’s nothing 

we hear that is 

is whole or complete 

like a collection of 

Poets who write in Latin, 
here's one side of the story 
and now here’s 

something else completely, 


When I see you 

I become cross eyed 

and every one in America 

gets to vote on what I should do 
when you mention that Red States 
make you think of roses 

and the thousand wounds 

of the heart that bleeds 

odd colors, 


You wear something slinky, 
arms are bare, 
there’s an ammo belt 


around your waist, 
every bullet in your gun 
is fair and balanced, 


Television cameras 

and flood lights 

break down our door, 
shatter the windows, 

we stop with our 

dance of daggers and daisies 
and answer endless 
questions about 

missing white women 

in North California towns, 


I mean to say I love you 
sometimes in the morning 
like Paris when it’s raining 
and that I hate the way 
you won’t leave me 

when the chips are down, 


Statistics insist that 

men need their heart ache 

and angst 

about salary and 

being dumped 

for lack of war worth fighting in, 


The world is full of pinheads 
yet many ofthem 

go on to lead productive lives 
provided they are 

given the right distractions 


and phony maps 

of the world they live in, 

I have you driving off the road 
when I’m not in the car, 

you make me put celery sticks 
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in pencil sharpeners, 


Ever feel like your 

always being watched? 
Sometimes 

I wake up before 

you do and notice 

the television is on 

only to find 

a panel of middle aged men 
and skinny, gaunt faced blonds 
waving their fingers 

at me, moving their lips, 
telling me things I cannot hear 
for all the static 

that seeps under 

the bed room door, 

tires, air horns, 

crying children, 

radio stations laying it all down 
for us like a ratty blanket 

on a concrete floor, 


Yes, this is my bed, 
this is where I sleep 
and awake 

again, divided. 


ANNIVERSARY POEM 


I mowed your lawn, 
raked your leaves, 
took out your trash, 
made you pancakes 
on the 4" of July. 
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You gave me grief 

and belly laughs, 

ice cubes in 

the shape of melting hearts, 


You wondered 

what it would 

be like to miss me 

if I just went away 
and stayed that way. 


But I’ve read all 

your books 

and you’ve seen 

me in bars telling tales 
about whales 

and harmonica madness, 
so we remain 

set as bright gems 


in a brooch of gun metal grey. 


STANZAS 


This stanza 

will address 
the absence of 
anything to 
speak ofin 
assumed voices 
and the accents 
they require. 


This stanza 

will avert eye contact 
and make note 

of oddly random 
objects contained 

in the diorama 
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that curses the mood 
with being suddenly 
very real and 
obviously collected 

to make a depression 
deep as pockets 

with gaping holes 

torn through the seam. 


This stanza 

is all about 

a troubled 
afternoon nap 
that gives you 


a hangover made of sleep. 


This stanza 
stands 

at the window 
scrutinizing 
the color of 
leaves and the 
telephone lines. 


This stanza 

dwells 

over the keyboard 
as the monitor’s 
solitary eye 

just stares at you 
daring you to blink. 


This stanza 

places you under arrest 
because you confessed 
that some things 

are not worth saving. 


This stanza takes it 
personally and 
assumes you mean 
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to hit a delete button 
that would dissolve 

all those syntactic quirks 
and quirks of 

a babbling tongue. 


This stanza 
is watching 
what you write next. 


LUNCH MONEY 

The way to stop what kills an appetite is 

a lesson school the menu alluded to in all 

the course descriptions of Home Ec. and Auto Shop. 
Lunch was three puffs of a cigarette away behind 

the bungalow where the band 

stashed the instruments, all that dented brass 

rusting in closets whose coat hooks could put an eye out. 
There was never a course in sand, even though 

sand is coarse, of course, which was probably why 
there were no classes at the beach, 

though it is funny that all I ever learned was her name 
after I got her shorts off 

and discovered a school of thought that had no walls, 
but acres of campus. 
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THIRTEEN LINE SONNET 


Not this day nor that one but the one after all these, rather, 
when we come into town with pockets full of matches 

and cigarettes in a sock, we rock the nation with big beats 

in hock to no groove other than the tire tracks that 

crisscross the oceans on trade winds that carry notes 

like saints carrying a crucifix to the next thorny hill 

under a sky that opens only for any spirit that slides 

up the ladder like plumes of smoke, we toke in gasps 

and get out of the car, unload, set up amps, take up a collection 
for a room to split five ways, give or take the extra guitarist, 

a girl friend who snores, a nice place, we say, this world is ours, 
while over the bridge, in the other life where phone lines connect, 


there are meals to eat before the meat gets cold, moms to kiss on the cheeks. 
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TRESTLES BRIDGE BETWEEN SAN DIEGO AND SAN ONOFREE 


Wood span over sand 
gone along the curve 
of coast that nestles 
signature horizon and 
blue velvet white caps. 


Trestles reaches 
splintered and fingered 
with burns and nicks 

of knives shaping names 
in grey, salted wood. 


Concrete is not the way 

of packed sand 

or rubber suits on long boards 
and fins tearing under the tube, 
one will no longer nestle under 
the curl staring at Trestles 
hearkening back, 

flip flops and long guns dug in the sand, 
concrete cannot be 

where all of beauty 

is gone in an blink 

and only a trace of a grace 
remains one recalls. 


Walk under the bridge 
suspend more than 

feet and reach 

the next place where 

waves die in simmering foam 
at the waterline, 


Batches of sand and tall grass 
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see you to the highway, 


Trestles carries you 
to Edens that come and go. 
ASHES ON THE IVORY 


Smoke and more smoke, smoke from the 
nose and into the lungs, and out ofthe 
nose, smoke, and more smoke, nonstop, 
a factory across the Street, 


miles of chairs and a stage wrapped in 
ashen grey skin under lights bright as 
novas when something goes wrong and 
hot as the center of any lit stove, 


smoke and more smoke, features ofa 
piano tuner through shifting wax 

paper texture, smoke in his mouth 
drooping like a depressed thermometer, 
reaching over the Steinway with a 
curved, quizzical 


tool, yellow—tipped finger plunking a 
note deader than last year’s campaign 


promises, turning the string one way and 
then the other, assessing the right 


pitch as the tone goes higher and lower 
with the strained flexibility of 

a frayed rubber band, simmering smoke 
from the nose and through the 


teeth, seething like steam from the holes 
in a manhole cover on Streets of 

caked asphalt, smoke, and more smoke, 
the looks grey under the 

lights, resembles fake dry—ice swamp 
marsh in cheapo Frankenstein 


flicks, and the piano tuner gets up and 
rids himself ofthe ash hanging onto 
his cherry.... 


The ashes fall 
on the white keys. 


BELLA SINGS 


There are years between 
the cushions, solar systems floundering. 
amid the cracks, 


many miles to the stairs 

and the continent of treetops 
we can see just beyond 
sharpest point 

of the pitched roof, 


I am driving 

the roads of my mind again, 
spinning my wheels 

in metaphors that are now cold, lifeless mud, 
twigs and tropes 

and simple turns 

of phrase that do not appear 
on maps I didn't refold 

fool me again, 

attack me in a back alley 

of restaurant smells, 


"What are you looking for?" 

says Bella as eyes and smile 

dancing together in swirling motions 
of five-year-old joy, 

"do you want to hear a song 

I just made up". 


the shirt still itches, 


20 


starch and coarse seems, 

dinner smells good 

even to an abstract appetite, 

Bella's voice finds the words 

that don't exist that will fill the room 
with what it seems she loves, 


a house full of people 

like family and strangers 
bearing food and 

kisses on the cheek, 

the doorbell always ringing, 
an audience all her own 

and everyone knows her name. 


CARDS AND LETTERS 


There are shapes 

in the wheat 

as it waves 

in winds coming 

down the mountain sides, 


Airplanes taking 

mail and dry goods 

over white capped peaks 
and peaks that reach 
the end of the 

thin blue line 

between of air 

and black space, 


You never get my letters, 

you write to me 

about the spring when 

there is more work 

than hunger on the short days, 
there's nothing you 
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wouldn't do for a 
candy bar and Coke 
and then you end 
Sincerely yours.... 


I am sincere in what 

the milk sounds like 

pouring over 

my bowl of cereal, 

sounds the shape of 

pops and crackles 

as each stiff flake 

absorbs the cold coming rush, 
there are no letters 

I've written, 

there was nothing I had to say, 
yet you write 

and complain about 

the mail service, 

the shapes of crops 

as they wave and recline in the wind, 
how slow the planes seem to move 
when you stare 

into the sun, 


how cold the day gets 
at twilight, how dark 
your world gets too soon, 


cold as milk in cereal bowls 
poured by a hand 
that will not write. 
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APPLES ARE 


Apples are tasty when they're crisp 


like packs of ice held to the brow, 
sweet like kisses 

that cannot let you retire 

for the night , 


crunchy as box springs 
sounding a symphony 

of metal and moans 

under pitched ceiling cedar, 


apples are good 

when you set them next to vases 
full of dead flowers 

by a window awarding you with 
rooftops and satellite dishes 

a city buzzed and ablaze with 
lights make the night electric 
with expectation, 

insane signs 

broadcasting slogans 

upside down and backwards 

on streets were 

it rained while we ate, 


apples are red with rage 
and nearly purple 

with a lust 

that leads you 
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to think of what else you grow 

when weather forbids, 

something impervious to drought 

or the most splayed of over tilled soil, 


no apples for this plain, 
no roots for this plot, 


it's arock garden 

and nothing grows 

but the length of the wait 
it takes for 

gravity to 

invent itself 

all over again. 
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NO USE CRYING 


Wouldn’t it be the dumbest luck 

to see you coming 

across a parking lot, 

arms full of groceries, 

shapeless sacks sagging 

under the corners of milk cartons 

and canned goods, 

waving at me against the sun 

and the witness of a store sign 

nailed to passing outbreaks of sunshine, 
calling my name, smiling, out of breath, 
hands negotiating groceries 

and untied laces crossing your path over the measured asphalt, 
calling me with 

your eyes sending signals 

of “Wait for me,” 

and “How long has it been?” 

and “Remember me?” 


All this just when 

I’ve gotten into the car with my friend Mike, 
who’s driving, and who’s three days 
without a cigarette 

and in no mood to stick around 

because there’s nothing to do 

with his hands anymore 

except drive, 
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All this when I see you running to the car, 
you seeing me see you, 
Mike’s car at the exit 
two seconds before he makes a right turn sharp as teeth 
into thick traffic 
that races into perspectives of abstract congress, 
me not saying anything to Mike 
and watching you in the rear view drop your groceries, 
sacks tearing, 
your hair and American flags 
blowing the wrong way in the wind, 


Me thinking of love that might 
have been 

sadder than it happened 

if I had never stopped drinking, honestly glad 
that today 

wasn’t the day 

I had to talk to you, 

‘though I am sorry about your milk, 


It spilled so large and white and cold. 
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FORMERLY CONCERNED WITH HUNGER IN AMERICA 


An outbreak of law and order, 
cont'd on A-4, col. 3, 

threatens livestock and poultry in 
the middle of California, 

precious things 

wilting, withering, 


dropping 
like 
zippers 
on the cracked and caked floor of a 
dead lake, 


all without warning 
as farmers, dry as basket straw, 
wish they could muster a decent spit 
for their cracked lips, 
caked with 
dried dust 
hungry for water, 
thirsty beyond repair. 
mindless for a drink, 
mindless as I am in front of this glass 
on this table where I sit 
STONED, daddy-Oh, 
thinking that Muzak is the death of art and the reason to breathe or to go 
on eating 
because it leeches the life from the simple chords 
that made life 
seem a chorus worth sitting through. 
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I'm staring at the paper, the photographs, and captions, 
this window to the world, 


worried about cops at the end of the lunch counter feeding their faces with 


coffee and 

cherry pie, I know they know something is horribly wrong with me, 
they see me fight back insane 

tears for 


all those dead cattle 
that never made to the bun. 


TAKE A NUMBER 


I take a page from the first book 

I see and make sounds 

like cooing and card-cutting 

as I curl up under the table, in 

the tall grass of envy as another 

newspaper lands on the roof, 

another man walks across the face of the moon. 


After the fires have died down 

and architecture is again that husk 

of brick burnt beyond the red 

by licking tongues of flame and anger, 

you dare me to cross the street and ask for a cigarette 

from anyone of those dangerous men across the street, 

leaning against jeeps, polishing their helmets between siren wails 
and wafts of spray paint that drifts around the corner, fumes funky 
and fried 

as another white man paints 

“soul brother” on the side of cardboard torn 

from the side of packing box, to be laid cross the hood of his car, 
parked in front of where is house used to be. 


It was a fist from the left, a punch right in the eye, 
and then another, in the back of the head, 
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and then coming from some black cloud 
of revenge that took me to my knees, sending me across the cyclone 
fence, 
and then kicks, 

kicks, a fist, a flat piece of board slammed across my back, 

I get up and run for my mother’s car, 

there is blood on my hand, there are bricks tossed at the windshield, 

it was raining that day, 

or was it only grey with clouds, 

no sunsets on the horizon? 


THE BIBLE IS IN THE FIREPLACE 


She was thinking 

of the way 

that the thorns of a rose 

turn up at the end, 

like coat hooks rehearsing 

for careers as carriers of carrion. 


But he had no beef, 
just a rosy view of 

the world that unfolded 

in disclosures of thrift stores 
where he could hang around, 
trying on dead men’s jackets. 


When she came home, he’d be 
in front of the computer, 
deceased sleeves rolled 

up to the elbow, a thorn tiara 
around his forehead 

that kept slipping over an eye 
like a halo he might not 
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have earned, his computer game dealing 
with Roman history, 

rolling rocks, a big boulder, 

catering for thousands with 

fish and bread sticks. 


She looked at her watch 

and saw that it was 

the worst half of the afternoon, 
he was still in his boxers, 

she offered an observation 
that he’s sleeping too long 
into the bloom of the day 

and that once, just once, 
these thousand years, 

he ought to rise 

and leave the nest, 

to crawl from behind his rock. 


He punched some keys, 

clicked his mouse, 

making Roman soldiers 

fall to the side 

and the huge boulder 

to roll from the 

mouth of the cave 

that spewed an industrial light. 


He adjusted the tiara, opened his palms 

to reveal two red magic marker Xs smeared across them, 
offering that he was more 

like his personal Savior than he’d ever been, after all, 

he was saying, Jesus rose again 

on the third day, 

wearing nothing but 

thorns, not even a coat 

or a smile besides. 


But this is Friday, she says, dreaming of him later that night 
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with a washcloth and a pail of warm, soapy water, 
the wash of desire 
that will rush between her toes, which will curl. 


Yet he smiles, says, 

Yes, it’s Friday, and I have no beef, 
we just need to carry 

on past the hanging carrion, 

feast on fish sticks and bread sticks, 
I have no beef; I love the way we live. 


I love the way you talk about it, 
she says, there is so much passion in your play. 


THE COW JUMPED OVER THE MOON 


So many breathless children 
without brakes 

speed through the kitchen 
and up the stairs 

to bedrooms where 

the mattress springs are new 
and which can send to 

the moon 

where maybe little Bella 
can grab the tail 

of the runaway cow 


So many adults lost in their drinks 
around the grill 

and sink 

exchanging email addresses 

and secrets to 

a dead man's health, 

a missing wife's financial goals, 
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everyone agrees the ribs and pie 
are to die for 

but really, 

who would marry 

someone for their problems. 
each of which 

needs new clothes 

and dental work? 


Bella bangs a cowbell 

on the nose 

of the man in the moon 

and her younger brother Andrew 
races large race cars 

and rubber sharks 

up the walls of the living room 
while the sound of 

hammers breaking ice 

on the patio makes 

the night drop a shade 

or two 

and for lights go on 

in the neighbor's windows. 
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A PRIEST, A RABBI, A BUDDHIST MONK 


A priest walks into a bar 

to order a glass water 

to douse the flaming tongue 
dancing over his hair line, 


The rabbi already sitting there 
adjusts himself on his stool 
and considers the priest with 
a jeweler's scrutiny, 

"You gonna drink the water 
or pour it over your head?" 

he asks, taking a leisurely sip 
of his beer. 


"I'm thinking" said the priest, 

"this tongue of flame appeared over night 
and woke me up after my pillow caught fire. 
Burned the Rectory to the ground. 

I'd like to pray about this, but I don't know 
which saint to pray to. " 
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"That's what I don't like about Western Religion" 
said the Buddhist Monk from 
the other end of the Bar. 

He was drinking Stroh’s 

and smoking a thick length of cigar, 

"Cheesy special effects 

and too much bureaucracy ". 


The rabbi nodded, 
the priest prayed 
and the monk 
bought lunch. 


MAKING THE BEST OF THE LOVE LOST BETWEEN THEM 


Woe be gone in song 

of the wandering violinist 

as he moves among 

the tables, annoyed 

as bows the neck 

at the haircuts 

that bob and shake fists 

to his melody 

of two Black Forest Lovers 
beset by a pack of wolves. 


Bristles are the cuts 

on the head of this throng, 

he bristles himself 

and often longs 

for a seat 

nearest the podium, starting off the evening off right, 
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on the mark, on time, 
a tempo to signify the 
romance of his moods. 


Yet his songs are too sad for 
his present crowd, 
they like it in chords 


that blast and clash the anger of gods they 


can’t name, 

Their rhythm is violent, 

not suited 

for violins 

and the sentiment they exclaim. 


The kids want to see Industrial Cities 
slip into 

boiling Great Lakes 

as a backdrop fora riff on 

the E Major scale. 


Yet they’re all stuck, 

they by blizzard and 

the need to eat, 

and he by hunger and 

the need to pay rent 

every thirty days, 

and together they make 
the best of 

the love lost between them. 


They sit, listen, and gnash their teeth, 
while he plays frantic cadenzas, 
dreaming of applause and kisses from 
the balcony from men in tuxedos 

and ladies 

in long white gloves, 


Together they make music that’s 
Jagged and dirty... 
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HEAVEN OF CRACKS 


Where nothing happens to anyone 


is aheaven of 
cracks to fall between 


or rise up to 

if you're in 

bed staring at the ceiling 
between fits of sleep 

that grind 

like gears of engines 
motor-vating through sand 
and replays of the last 
word you didn't get to say 
with a clerk 

or someone else 
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who looked at you funny 

as the elevator closed, 

or the car door shut 

or the door to the men's room shut, 


It doesn't matter, 

it's always a door 

that closes in your face 
before you start speaking 
in tongues of flame 

your grandmother said 
danced around her head 
one night after she 

saw a serpent cross 

her kitchen floor to 
under the sink. 


A heaven of cracks 

that might be 

a passage between craggy mountain ranges 
to the Eden 

where allthe totems work, 

like jars of water 

on front lawns, 

scarecrows in 

fields of dead corn, 

candles to light in church for a coin, 
guns with no bullet chambers, 

cops and gangbangers 

doing a crossword, 

pillows that don't 

smell like girl friends who told me 
to leave the apartment 

that had their name on the lease, 
another door closing, 


can't escape that, 
the phone ringing, 
late for work again, 
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can't escape that either. 


THE CROWS RESENT THE PARROTS 


The crows on the wire 

move over and then 

take flight on burnt, black wings 
as louder screeches, longer wing spans 
crowd the sky and obscure clouds, 
green, screaming creatures 

from the lurid loop 

of the Amazon 

wintering in manicured palm trees 
or monitoring intersections 

from sagging telephone wire, 


the tree in front of your room 
is alive with early morning parties 
taking flight, branches snapping 
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and feathers shed, falling to 
graveled yards in dervishing twirls, 


Roofs of apartment buildings 

have new sentries I see coming back 

from the store with bags of food 

and cleaning goods, 

glass rattling protests, a flocked fluttering of wing, 
each red capped head tilted and peering 

with one good eye and then the other 

while my shadow stops at the corner, 

waiting for the light, 


Squadrons of crows 

fly from tree to chimney 

and back again 

before they align 

on a balcony 

in a line where they 

seem to leer at the parrots, 

as if intent on staring them from their roosts, 


CAN’T BUY ME LOVE 


We think like you think 
but we have the goods 


and all you have is cash or credit 
that does you no good 


if we weren't on every corner 
you drive by, leering like sirens 


with signs for hardware, malt liquor 
and Japanese cars that smirk 


while you drift into a stupor 
of brand names, 
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your son says daddy, please, we need a new TV, 
your wife exclaims that the furniture seems 


old, like your shirts, which are grey 
and full of holes you dislike 


but know the history of each tearin 
the fabric and frayed thread in the collar, 


Sweetie, give mea dollar 
and pull over here 


‘cause I need a beer and a paper 
to see where these sales will take us 
when I get wind of them, 


all your money gets you things 
and the middle of the week 


resembles less a day to get through 
than it is a hole to crawl out of, 


speaking of which, 
you look like you need a ladder 


to climb up from or up to 
wherever it is you'd like to go, 
see our ad in the Penny Saver, 


clip our add from your mailbox, 


cash, credit card, local checks 
w/ street address and current phone, 


and a photo ID showing you scowling 
in cruel institutional light 


where everyone looks like 
they're going to jail, 
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your family loves you, 


returns thirty days after purchase w/store receipt, 


we love you too, 
but easy there, 


it's nothing personal, 
it's only business. 


IRON MAN 


Against all the odds, 

I iron the clothes 
before she gets home, 
every pleat 

is neat and curt 

in the shape and 
sharpness of its line, 


Pants are so crisp 

they stand by themselves 
like the half of me 

that wants to 

leave before anything 

is done brewing, 
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Every blouse is arranged 
on a hanger 

with the care of 
decorators descending 
on a cake, 


Skirts feel the heat and conform 
to the warm 

and persuasive alignment 

of lines in 

confinement of a mess 

that only ruins 

the lines of a dress 

as it might catch a breeze 

and cause damaged knees 

in the business district 

of men 

not watching where they’re going 
as you pass by going to a meeting, 
clean-cut and curving in 

the suits my iron took 

upon your seams, 

that’s what I mean, 


Shirts this pressed 

could be made to 

fly with just the right 

number of 

well placed folds, my ironing is streamlined, 
efficient, aeronautically superb, 


Fly me to the moon. 

I am an engineer of straight lines, 

new kinds of symmetry, I am so good 

at this that its a pity to get undressed 

at night, at the end of an day when everything 
pressed came into play, 
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Shall we practice 
sleeping standing up, 
fully clothed? 


THIS POEM (is a prose poem) 


This poem makes me think of coming back late from a party in the late 70's 
and discovering that the phone has been off the hook for a least half the 
day. 


To this day I wonder who might have called, what good news or ill omens 
they might have had to tell me, what my life might have been like if I left 
the phone on the hook, had been home to pick up the receiver as the ringing 
filled the apartment with its clanging sonata of anxiety, if I had only scraped 
together the coin to buy a Radio Shack answering machine. 


Those of us with nerves even the sniffling drivel of bad poets at sparsely 
attended open readings cannot rattle know the anxiety of the phone off the 
hook, the screaming, whining, whirling sirens of hell filling an empty room 
from shag carpet to cob webbed ceiling corner, satanic variations within the 
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monochromatic scale, bristling fingers on a blackboard amplified with Glen 
Branca's Fender Twin Reverb, a sonic variety of nerve gas that is nothing 
less than the hungry ID demanding more pie, or that you bake one right 
now if no slices remain. 


This poem is sound intended to kill appetites and interest in community 
affairs; all one needs are books from which to paraphrase metaphors and 
contextualize the evidence of one's life until there are only footnotes and 
marginalia where a pulse used to be. 


There is the scraping of fingertips across a page of paper irritating to the 
touch, there is a click, a rattle in one's throat as instinct commands you to 
say something to void the emptiness, but there is only phlegm, a congealed 
incoherence suitable for a celebrity wedding. 


You sense your life leaving the house with the luggage you never used with 
the children you never had, leaving in its imagined wake a box of 
photographs that will curl and become charred, bubbling ash once you 
place them in a steel barrel behind garage in which you built a fire made 
with old milk cartons and wooden matches. 


This poem is a compost heap of vowels and their modifiers that was left in 
back of the garage in the wan hope that they'd be rich with meaning by the 
time spring air altered the way clouds form on the morning and evening 
horizons. 


Often enough we write things down so we would have ad libs and occasional 
poems to utter when the plumbing groans and the siren rhyme of the cold 
water streaming to tub and basin obscures the pleasant voice of a lover you 
remember through the concrete of missing minutes in the day. 


Your handwriting and mine came to resemble one another’s as years rolled 
by, the loops of our Ls and the Slice of our Ys and the cushion of the Ms 
become fluent win both our writing hands as we exchanged notes about 
groceries, appointments, things that could not be said aloud lest the house 
catch fire and burn forever at the end of another moronically tragic stanza. 


This poem is like that noise, a constant string of phrases that are a constant 
noise textured with static and prickly heat. 


I would prefer to listen to someone continually busting open the Velcro fly 
on their old Members Only jacket. 


44 


I imagine the being someone who would find placing his thumb on an old 
record turntable to be great fun, a reminder to himself and a warning to the 
world that entropy trumps ambition, needless ejaculations of fear and panic 
beat a massage and after dinner sex. 


This poem is an excuse to write a poem about writing poems when existence 
is two sizes too large. 


This poem is finally about itself, not whoever he might have been 
addressing in whatever simulation of a life there is on the other side of his 
apartment door; we cannot, of course, escape the prison house of language, 
but there is a point where self-reflexivity is merely a dodge, a distraction 
that we have yet another poet who is tone deaf to the art of collage, cannot 
construct an ear worthy pastiche, is unwilling to abandon the disguises and 
borrowed phonics and consider his future as an author of writing with 
uneven line breaks. 


This poem is the test pattern staring at you after you come out of a black 
out. 


The national anthem has played and the stadium is empty, like this poem. 
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SELDOM 


Seldom if ever did 

I ever not waiver 

at favor and tidings 
sweet as new car seats. 


A voice resembling 
coronets in the 

center of the night 
resound as would a hound 
found on ground 

littered with fronds 

and apple cores. 


Ever have you never 
seen such glistening 
from dew coated leaves 
left you speechless 

in the forest. 


The car seats 
will absorb 
ofthe aromas of 
every passenger. 


Each voice 

will find gravel 
and grit added 
to their ones 
with each word 
they acquire . 


A gargoyle 

leers at the sidewalk 

from a skyscraper perch 

while we look for a place to sit. 


As we know 

every forest eventually 
becomes furniture. 
NOW HIRING 


We need clerks 

who don’t click their teeth 

and a salesperson who can charm 
a snake out of its skin, 


Also, operators who stand by 
and even answer the phones 
when they ring, 


Additionally, we require 
copy editors who 

experience discomfort 
rather than uncomfortability. 


The company requires 

Accountants fluent in English, 
Spanish and abacus, 

a webmaster practiced at creating 
links in a great chain of distraction, 


Dishwashers who can make 
the plates sparkle 

and the silver ring 

like cathedral bells when 
you drop them to the tile, 


Please note not that 

this pays in lessons learned, 
hindsight AS good as gold, 
our benefits are intangible, 


At best being reluctant prayers for recovery 
and smiley face get well cards, 


All cashiers are required to 
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wash their hands of the transactions 
they take part in, 


We have an opening for a CEO 

addicted to wealth and dirty laundry, 

we have an office full of broken windows waiting for 
him or her who sits in the big chair, 


Actually, a rolling office seat 
with a missing wheel 
there is more than a screw loose. 
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JAKE 


I remember those names 
in capital letters, 

Bob’s, Biff’s, 

the Sambo’s 

on the West Coast, 


Lunch counters where I found you 
asleep over a copy of Aviation Weekly, 
your head held high 

by the flat of your palms 

bracing your jowls 

made fleshy 

with a year’s gravity and bad weather, 


head held high by 

the palms 

flatter than 

the streets where you made you made a living 
in and outside the laws 

you memorized like 

phone numbers and street addresses, 


And then, the sweet dream of Oakland, printer’s ink, 
the payments on the car, 

the baby crying, 

a wife 

who wouldn’t leave you 

alone... 


... Jake, 
where are you now, 
and where’s my twenty bucks? 
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MARRY ME DURING THE COMMERCIAL 


The hands of my watch have stopped 

dead in their track, frozen on the dial 

and the spoon full of steaming soup 

is an inch from my mouth, arrested. 

the cat looks to be posing for cute posters of 

cats knocking things over, like it's done tonight with 
that drink that is stuck in mid-air, in front ofthe TV 
with the beer ad on where no can even lick their suds 
because time has stopped for the time being because 
you're out of the room, on a cell phone, smoking 

a Camel as you conspire with a girlfriend 

to stuff me in a burlap bag and leave me 

on a corner in a bad neighborhood, thinking gypsies 
or blues musicians will find me and give me something 
to do besides moon over your image, holding my breath 
until you come back into the room, 

just like you're doing now, coming through the door 
reeking of filter tips, cell phone in your grip, 

looking at me askance when you see me exhale, 
blowing out candles in the process, oh yeah, 

I mean it's okay, really, I'm just glad you're back 

from the break, you took in the middle of my proposal 
which means that all the breakable things left in the air 
in your absence can now come crashing down to the 


hard tile floor, all the bric-a-brac, and my world particularly 


getting bruised, bent and shattered 

and breaking wide open, my heart is broken again 
when it's time to swim and there's nothing funny 
about this at all, Imean, you’re cute, the way you 
reduce me to rubble even in my finest courtin' clothes. 


50 


ACROSS THE UNIVERSE 


Rocks reside inside a garden 
made of leaves and snow 
and glisten in the mist 

when the rain abates 

and sunlight greets 

the city with a kiss 

of hints and whispers 


to move along the 

walk and see beyond 

the streetlamps and billboard 
clutter and witness the sky 
as it opens over mountains 
dotted with firs and fog, 


the night and sighs that 
follow when it’s time to rest 
means the best of our minutes 
were spent making each 
second a line to a new 
poem and not the beginning 
of anew problem 

that would exist to 

nag and complain 

and present you with 
gravity beyond your reach 
that keeps you in the chair 
and the smeared monitor, 


we need to walk 
and talk to someone 
other than the 
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recorded messages 

at the other end of 

customer service phone calls, 
we need to imagine the 

world we've seen in magazines 
of unrepentant daring and color, 
we have to 

drop the rocks 

back in the garden 

where we found them 

and let the dirt and leaves 

do their work. 


BACK SEAT 


Lean miles gone by 

in the backseats of cars 
under grey air 

bare trees and smokestacks. 


Signs of first names 

half read over the windowpane 
rushing past as blurred groans, 
an alphabet exploded. 


Each twist 

of my tongue 

is a taste of what I last said 
about a page you read, 

a red horse, a blue pony. 


Their lips are moving quickly, 

mouths open as if to sing 

but again, groans blurred consonants, 
the rolling hiss of tires on wet roads. 


It seems things 
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happens in another room 
where a door is ajar, 
red pony, blue moon, 


My voice recedes 

as you stare 

and my words 

become thick and clumsy 
like some heard thing, 
bled roon, mue poony 


Half of each word 
blockish, thick, 
taste of blood. 


Trees roll past, 
church spires, 
powerlines, 


someone talking to someone 


on phones of no color. 
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ABOUT THIS BOOK 


There’s only a slight tear 
at the corner of the page 
where there’s the part 
of the rhyme that says 
everyone cries now, 


everyone falls away 

and everything 

that used to seem 

part of plan and agenda 

that would last so many years beyond 
our petty days 

of birth and death 

now exists on 

time stolen from some large 
jar of sand 

that is leaking 

into a universe as vast and black 
with the deadened light 

that has fallen ever so much 

while all we’ve seemed to do 

is brush against each other in the streets? 
glance through windows or in mirrors 
to see if someone were looking at us, 
sneaking extra shares of baked bread 
out into the traffic where 

all the crammed jostling is easily 
mistaken for the tempo that 

drives a dancer to distractions 

that becomes legend 


in the cities that might exists at the bottom 
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ofthe chasm 

it feels as if our feet 

come to the edge of, 

the edge of the page where the tear 
down the side of the page rents 

a word or two, divorcing 

whole ideas and philosophies 
without a shot fired 

nor a crowd stampeded with 

troops with blades coming from the 
the end of rifles that 

smoke that comes clear and 
vanishes like breathes in 

winter, all the words that 

get said and vanish with 


each gasp of cigarette fume and large idea 


snapping like fingertips 

that have found a perusing groove, 
a warm room, 

unsold books 

that lean hard on the nail studs 
waiting for someone to 

read them with love 

or use them for kindling. 
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BATH NIGHT 


Happenstance through circumstance 
corrects the sag of the sails 

that have been carried along 

by my many ill winds. 


It got apparent that 

I was the smell everyone was looking 
for when they sniffed their armpits 
checking for sweat rings. 


Someone asked if the 
refrigerator door was open 
and if it were plugged in. 


That was the thanks 
I got, shuttled off into far corners 
of the emotional globe. 


I was going to take my ball 

and look for another stadium, 
take my guitar picks 

rename myself Johnny Strum 
and seek out a lonesome highway 
that was neither lonesome 

nor a way to go. 


I’m going stick out my thumb 
and just ramble 

like they sing about in folk songs, 
ballads about people 

who never, ever know 
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when to fall quiet and let running water 

do talking, that is, 

let nervous banter be replaced by the murmur 
and gurgle of a flow that could sound 

like songs coming from underground springs 
where sprite and sandmen play cards and 
breathe deep air so clean that it hurts. 


It really comes down to 

this: even I was offended by the 

itch of diseases manifest in 

the T-Shirt, I’d wanted of the aroma 
of socks that didn’t slide from my feet, 
but crawled. 


But even at home, in the shower, 
I won’t even admit to anything. 


Lathered up and standing naked 

in the shower, taking a hard, pointless look 
at the grout between the tile slabs 

the nozzled deluge beats against, 

I reach an epiphany, a solitary image 

so simply half-wrought: 


Even the soap dish 
doesn’t come clean. 


ALWAYS 


Everyone spends a little time 
basking in the glow of 
black and white television. 


Who needs moonlight 
when the Lone Ranger 
follows Love that Bob 
and Kukla, Fran and Ollie 
will be there in the 
moming before breakfast, 
comflakes and milk 

the color of egg shells? 


Somewhere unspoken 
it's always 1964, 
sixteen ounces 

of pop was 14 cents, 
rain and sleet covered. 

the roads like 

sad sheets on an old bed, 


schoolgirls wore shapeless sweaters 


and skirts with 
creased pleats 
sharp enough to cut a steak. 
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THESE WORDS HAVE NOT BEEN WRITTEN 


These has not been written 

but rests between the synapses 
when words alone cannot 
carry the weight of the heart 
you wear on your sleeve. 


These words mocks you 

as you try to arrange syllables 
and make them march in a lovely 
line like a battalion of ballet dancers 
leaping and arching their backs 
as they carry one another 

center stage to illustrate 

your constant exclamation, 

" „darling, I love you, 

won't you be mine 

‘til the end of time...?" 


This poem will come to you 
before you finish 

your first cup of coffee 

and patted your pants pocket 
to make sure the car keys are still there, 
this poem will marinate while 
the neighbor who 

is still partying since last night 
yells the lyrics to 

Tell Laura I Love Her. 

The stairs will seem 

to sag in the middle 

and the clouds 

will be the color of 

an oilman's rag 


59 


the morning 
before this poem gets written. 


A HARD TIME TO LIVE IN 


What goes down the pants 

is a hand that intends no harm 
yet there is silence 

to fall into 

among the trees, 

removed from the 

houses across the 

field where 

carpenters labor over 
additions in daylight 

when they can see 

the nails and measured lumber, 
personal need 

invades and conquers 

the regime of decency 

and common sense, 

yes, one feels flush, 

this is the land of the 

free and fertile. 


It maybe that 

the world 

of everyday transaction 
that finds a way 
through the 

cars and shop doors 

is colonized with lust 
and that all thoughts 
lose their footnotes 
and become the groaning 
noise of instinct, 
vocabulary is turned 
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into a soundtrack 

for whatever 

steamy film 

plays in the 

far recess of last night 

or last decade 

when things became as simple 
as doing nothing at all. 


Sitting for hours 
watching 
all the pretty girls 


go by. 
Seeing only pretty girls. 


Knowing better 

in each regard 

and getting 

leaning out the window, 
saluting a flag. 


Alive in an age 
of Cooties 
when Cootie shots don’t exist. 
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BOX OF NAILS 


There’s a drift in the way 

your words fall and flutter 
across the rooms full of people, 
there’s flattery over everything 
that seemed ugly 

when you walked in. 


The room reeks of power, 

stained shirts whose 

seams tear across broad chests 

of weight lifters who try to decide if 
they want to be Superman 

or the Incredible Hulk 

on a night whose end 

comes too late for amends. . 


You’re staring into bright lights, 

wine untouched, skinny men with 

fat wives ignore you, discuss their portfolios, 
I want to go home to TV, bed, 

trace a your face with a calloused fingertip 
that knows the feel of skin and the direction 
it takes at the touch, 

drawn forward or pulling away. 


“What were you thinking back there?” 
I end up asking 

‘though I wanted to ignore the night 
and become swallowed in your body 
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at the end of it all, 
“you were locked in a stare across the room, 
staring at nothing at all”. 


“T was looking for something 
that I remembered 

a long time ago” you said, 
straightening your spine, 
shaking your head, 

a hand over your wine glass, 
“it was something you said 
about music, vague desire, 
you wouldn’t know...” 


“Music only dogs can hear?” 


Someone starts 

singing the blues 

to a guitar lick 

that cuts the room in half. 


“No” you said, “the only dogs I know are deaf, 
and blind as a box of nails...” 
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